INTO THE BATTLE ZONE
me, babbling in Flemish.  All I could understand
was:
'Attes verloren . . . alles verloren. ., .'
Alas, like her, we too were soon to say:
'All is lost!'
Duncan, ever a cavalryman, went up to the
peasant who had stayed at the head of the horses.
'They're very fine animals you have there,' he
said, cand well kept, too/
'Yes/ the man replied proudly, 'with these horses
I can find work anywhere.*
'Can you feed them?'
'Don't you worry. They won't go short. I've
brought more food for them that I have for myself.'
The squadron dropped its last salvo and sped
away. We were able to move on. The next village
we went through had been hit. An old man was
wiping the blood from a wound in his cheek, still
smoking the cheroot stuck in his pipe.
'You've been wounded?*
'Looks like it, doesn't it?' he said, with a strong
Belgian accent.
'Where did the bomb land?'
'At the bottom of my yard, right on the privies.*
Then we passed the last columns of refugees.
We were now in a zone completely emptied of
inhabitants and it presented an extraordinary picture.
The hamlets I had seen teeming with life on the day
before were dead. A convent was burning on the
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